Foes  of the  Desert
" might sleep." Between the territories of the
two chiefs lived the Makalaka, a buffer tribe,
alternately robbed and raided by each, and
paying tribute to whichever for the moment
was stronger. From Makalaka scouts, too,
came news that made Sekhome uneasy. Then,
in March, 1863, a dust-covered messenger ran
panting into the khotla to say that the Mate-
bele army was already on its way to attack the
Bamangwato. Already the furthest cattle out-
posts had been captured, and their herds had
been killed while trying to defend their charge.
A village of the inoffensive Machwapong had
been destroyed, only two of its inhabitants
escaping to tell the tale. Sekhome got busy.
By his order, a man at once ran to the hill at the
outskirts of the town, and sounded loud and
shrill the war-cry of the Bamangwato, and soon
from all quarters men streamed into the khotla,
some armed with guns, others with assegais and
ox-hide shields. Sentinels were posted, spies
despatched, cattle and sheep driven in from
the outposts, women and children ordered to
the folia for refuge, and all available men mus-
tered for review*
Sekhome, who was not only commander-ia-
chief of the army, but also " ngaka," or witch-
doctor, turned to the supernatural for help. He
began earnestly throwing his dice and repeating
incantations. He was interrupted by Khama,
who abruptly informed his father that he was
wasting too much time with these things; that,
as for himself, he wanted to fight and have done
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